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*Lo! this is Dancing's true nobility,

Dancing, the child of Music and of Love;

Dancing itself, both love and harmony.

Where all agree and all in order move;

Dancing, the art that all arts do approve;

The fair character of the world's consent,

The heaven's true figure, and the earth's ornament.'

The queen, whose dainty ears had borne too long
The tedious praise of that she did despise,
Adding once more the music of the tongue
To the sweet speech of her alluring eyes,
Began to answer in such winning wise
As that forthwith Antmous' tongue was tied9
His eyes fast fixed, his ears were open wide.

'Forsooth,' quoth she, * great glory you have woo

To your trim minion,. Dancing, all this while,

By blazing him Love's first begotten son,

Of every ill the hateful father vile,

That doth the world with sorceries beguile,

Cunningly mad, religiously profane,

Wit's monster, reason's canker, sense's bane*

*Love taught the mother that unkind desire
To wash her hands in her own infant's blood;
Love taught the daughter to betray her sire
Into most base unworthy servitude;
Love taught the brother to prepare such food
To feast his brothers that the all-seeing sun,
Wrapp'd in a cloud, the wicked sight did shun.

"And even this self-same Love hath dancing taught,

An art that showeth thj idea of his mind

With vainness, frenzy, and misorder fraught;

Sometimes with blood and cruelties unkind,

For in a dance Tereus* mad wife did find

Fit time and place, by murdering her son,

To avenge the wrong his traitorous sire had done.

'What mean the mermaids when they dance and sing

But certain death unto the mariner?

What tidings do the dancing dolphins bring

But that some dangerous storm approacheth near?

Then sith both Love and Dancing liveries bear

Of such ill hap, unhappy may they prove

That, sitting free, will either dance or love I*